'The mPafnemdle Tragedy 

7 «/.Howcam’ft thou hither, tell me, andwhetefbter • 

The Orchard walls arehigh and hardtochmbe. 

And theplacedeath, confidaingyvhothou art, 

1 'o.e-perch AefenJl,, 

Therefore thy kinfmen arc no flop to me. 

luL If they doc fee thee they will murther thee« 

Rom. Alack, there Ip more g* - 

Than twenty oftheir fwordstlookethoabutfwc t, 

Rom.! have nights cloak to hdc me from their eyes, . 
And but thou love me let them nndc me here , 

My life werebetter ended by their hate, 

^om.iy lovethatfirftdidpromp meto enquire. 

He lent me counfell, and I.lent him eyes. 

I am no Pilot, yet wert thquas ftrre 
As that vaft fhore walht with thefartheft fea, 

I fliould adventure for fuch merchandne. 

7«/.Thouknow’ft the maske ofnight is on my face} 

Elle would a maiden blufh bepaint my cheeke, 

For that which thou haft beard me fpeake to night. 

Paine would I dwell oh forme, faine, fame deny , ^ 
■Whatlhavefpokejbutfareyvell complement; — 

Doeft thou love me ? I know thou wilt fay I, 

• And I will take thy word ; yet if thou {wear 1 , ■ 

Thou maift prove falfe s at lovers perjuries 
They fay Jove langhes. Oh gentle 

Ifthou doft love, pronounce it faithfully ; 

Or if thou think’ft I am too quickly wonne. 

He frowne and be perverfe ,and fry thee nay. 

So thou wilt wooe , but elle not for the world. 

In truth fairc Meuntague I am too fondj 


ivumcu juiiet. \ 

•And therefore thou maift thinke my bebavibur Jj^tj 
But truft me Gentleman Tie prove more true. 

Than thofe that have more coying to be ftrange ; 
IfliouJd have beene more ftrange, I mnft confeflfl, 

But that thou overheardft ere I was ware 
My true loves paflion, therefore pardon mei, 
f ™ impute this yeelding to li^t love, 

^AVhich the darke night hath ib diCx)vcred* 

Rom, Lady, by yonder blefibd moone I vow^ 

That tips with filver all thefe fruit tree tops/ 

O fwcare not by the moone, th*inconftant mooaA 
That monthly changes in her circled orbe, 
tclrchat thy love prove likewilevariable. 

7(om. What fhall I fiveare by? 
y#r/. Doe not iwcare at a II : 

^ if^ouvviIt,{^are by thy gracious felfe. 

Which IS the god of my idolatry. 

And Tic bcleeve thee. 

If my hearts deare love, 

?«/, Well, doe not fwcare , although I joy in thee. 

I have no ,oy of this contraatonightr 
ItistTOralb, toounadvisUtoo ludden. 

ccafetoba 

^ P lightens: fwcet good night • 

This bud of Iwe by fummers ripening breath, 
M^rove abeaut^s flower when next wemcet • 
g^night,g^dnight,asfweetrepofeandrdl^^^^ 

?«7wh r“- founfrtisfied? 

ihou have tonight? 

My bounty is as boundlefle as the fea, 

~ D a 


